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OUR RAMPAGEOUS PREACHERS. 


LET THEM BE PUT UNDER THE SAME RESTRICTIONS AS OTHER SABBATH-BREAKERS. 
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Unper THe Artistic CHARGE OF - - JOS. KEPPLER 
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“so nrrnrrs: 


First-Pace Cartroon—Our Rampageous Preachers. 
Cartoons and Comments. . 
Mr. Morrison’s Tariff Offering—illus. 
Puck’s Pictorial Personals—il.us 
The Bitterest Part. 
The New Champagne Hat for Masquerade Balls—illus. 
Puckerings. 
The Hon. Ephraim Muggins on the Income Tax 
Human Rubbish—illus. 
Recreations in Science—W. 
Domestic Duties—ill s. 
The Baptism of Beer. 
A Bunch of Letters—poem—A. S. Kimball 
A Hint to Lcgislators. 
A Substitute for Nails—R. K. M. 
An Old Song Adapted to the Year—poem—L. 
Chandler’s Definition—illus. 
Register Reveries—No. III. 
Answers for the Anxious. 
More Pointed Than Polite—illus 
The Queen’s Speech Conde sed. 
Centre-Pace Carroon—A Desperate Attempt to Solve the 
Mormon Question. 
Stock Story for Country Temperance Lecturers— 
Eugene Field. 
The Lamb on the “‘ Street.’’"~-Balaam Bopeep. 
A Duet ‘That Didn't Come Off—poem—illus. 
Car- Drivers. 
To Go Around—illus. 
Last-Pace CArtoon—Puck’s Valentines to 64 Presidential 
Candidates. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 








here was, originally, a certain gra. 
cious significance about St. Valentine’s 
Day ; but we really don’t know what has become 
of it. It was surely a pretty conceit, that of 
sending the girl you fancied a nameless, aimless, 
harmless love-letter. If the adventure ended 
there—why, your vanity was none the worse for 
it, since you might always flatter yourself that 
you had too carefully concealed the scognito 
that you so wished to betray; or that her sweet 
modesty forbade her to speak on so slight a 
hint. And if, in some delicate way, she let you 


know that your message had reached her—why, ° 


what a dainty, delicious introduction it was to 
the triumphs of overt courtship. In any case, 
it meant nothing more serious than an indul- 
gence of errant fancy—and there was a year to 
remember or to forget it in. 


* 

But for many years St. Valentine’s Day has 
been given over to the hideous idiots who send 
to each other—and, alas, to other people—those 
ghastly red and yellow caricatures which are 


sold in the stationery-shops for a cent apiece. 


Recently those over-abused mortals known as 
the dudes have done something toward bring- 
ing St. Valentine’s Day back into decent popu- 
larity; but their efforts, although well-meaning, 
have been indiscreet. Sending Easter eggs and 
marvelous candy-boxes as valentines is going 
back to the excesses of Pepys’s day; it is not a 
reversion to the pure type of St. Valentine wor- 
ship. St. Valentine’s Day may therefore be con- 
sidered as still in the hands of the Philistines, and 
we think that, since there is nothing better than 
the “comic”? valentine, we are doing something 
for the dear old Saint when we provide the 


public with comic valentines that have a comic |} 


purpose and a legitimate application. 
* 


Py 
These are the days of the Church Militant, 
and serious folk are beginning to ask whether it 
would not be well to establish chairs of Military 


Strategy and Scientific Pugilism in our theo- | 


logical seminaries. When the average pastor 
can not startle his flock and excite the newspa- 


pers with sensational sermons, he engineers a 
division in his own church, safe in the consid- 
eration that, whatever happens, he has half a 
congregation and a glorious deal of advertising. 
This shows fine business sense, and directly con- 


' duces to the building of more churches; but it 
does not help the quiet and sober preaching of | 
| the doctrines of Christianity. It begins to look 
. as though those old-fashioned persons who pay 
parsons to preach the Gospel would be obliged , 
to call in the police to preserve the sanctity of | 


the Sabbath and keep the clergy within clerical 


bounds. 
* 
* € 


We know of no reason why we should not 
have a few words to say about the Mormons. 


There is always a Mormon question, and our | 


worst enemies will admit that it has been pretty 
well ventilated in the columns of Puck during 
our seven years of existence. There has not 
been much change, either for the better or 
worse, in Utah Territory since we first wrote of 
Mormonism in Puck just seven years ago. It 
is not a subject that inspires originality of treat- 
ment. Brigham Young is dead; but his suc- 


cessors keep up the traditions of the system | 


with great vigor and determination. 
* 


It may also ‘be just as well to mention that 
Mormonism is synonymous with polygamy. 
The polygamy of Utah is about as polygamous 
as ever. There is much talk on the part of vir- 
tuous and learned judges and politicians as to 
what is going to be done to break up the whole 
business; but nothing has been done so far that 
has lessened the power of Mormonism one jot. 


In some respects it would be awkward if Mor- | 


monism were wiped out. When times were dull 
many newspaper editors would be minus a sub- 
ject which was always worth at least a column 
editorial. If any one asks us seriously the best 
way to get rid of Mormonism, we answer frankly 
we don’t know. ‘This week we leave the ques- 


tion in the hands of our artists, who respond to | 


it in their own peculiar and pictorial way. 
* 


* * 

‘The Board of Aldermen of this city are shak- 
ing in their brogans at the prospect of the 
Roosevelt Bill’s becoming law. Mr. John Kelly 


can’t sleep nights for anxiety. If the bill passes, 
life for him will have no further joys. Of what 
| use is it to be a Boss and to elect your Alder- 
men, if they are to have no power over appoint- 
ments? When the Mayor of New York can 
choose an honest man for office without asking 
the permission of Mr. Kelly’s Aldermen, or Mr. 
Kelly’s b’hoys, or without the risk of being con- 
fronted with nefarious “deals”? between Re- 
publicans and Democrats to block his action, 
citizens will be happy; but Mr. Kelly and some 
other men like him will be in the lowest depths 
of despair. But we almost think the Roosevelt 
| Bill too good, and too hard a blow at knavery 
ever to be the law of the land. 
# 


* * 

While the Sheriff of New York City is refus- 
| ing to allow the representatives of the people 
' to examine his books, on the ground that they 
are his property, and that the people have noth- 
| ing to do with his private affairs, El] Mahdi is 
coming very much to the front in Soudan. We 
have not heard so much of him of late as we 
have of Baker Pasha and of Chinese Gordon, 
both of whom, so far, appear to have under- 
taken a contract that was too big for them. It 
| has been pretty clearly demorstrated that Egyp- 
tian troops proper will not fight, and that the 
sable inhabitants of the Soudan will; and it is 
not unlikely that England, before she knows 
_ where she is, will find herself engaged in an- 
| other of those little wars which are her specialty, 
| in order to keep up her prestige. And, by-the- 
| Way, it seems a mistake to cali El Mahdi a false 
| prophet; he seems to be much more energetic 
| and respectable a personage than many who 
have been considered 24-karat ones. 











Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884 is the best annual that 
Puck has ever issued, if we may quote the popular ver- 
dict of the American press. It contains many rare gems 
of poesy, and a number of startlingly brilliant sketches, 
which would make even a professional wit lie down and 
laugh himself sore. , 

It is a bigger thing than the sacred white elephant by 
a considerable majority. And besides covering much 
more ground (from Maine to California) than the afore- 
said quadruped, it rather has the call on sacredness, be- 
cause every one loves it. 

The table-of-contents of the ANNUAJ is published on 
page 383 of this issue, last column 











MR. MORRISON’S TARIFF OFFERING. 
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PUCK’S PICTORIAL PERSONALS. 














Am IN ANXIOUS SUSPENSE, AND NEED HELP, 








THE BITTEREST PART.. 





“{ don’t care,’’ said William V. Potkinson: 
“for any little ailment that may be troubling 
me. I have a sore throat, and I’m not more 
than a length ahead of the pneumonia. I have 
neuralgia in the jaw and an earache and a pain 
in my right eye. My back feels just a shade 
rheumaticky, I am slightly dyspeptic, and I 
think I have growing paiis in my left leg. 

“ But these things don’t annoy me. The pres- 


ence of malaria in my system doesn’t annoy | 


me. Physical suffering I can bear. Illness isn’t 
so painful to me as the doctor’s bill presented 
when I have got well. 

“No, it’s nothing of that sort. You haven’t 
heard me complain. I’ve got a hot flat-iron— 
at least, it was hot—inside of the handkerchief 
tied over my cheek; but you haven’t heard me 
complain. I’m placarded all over with porous- 
plasters, so that I feel like a restored statue; 
but not a murmur has dropped from my pallid 
lips. I’ve got a chest-protector on that would 
do to hang between a ship and a stone wharf; 
but do I grump? 


“No, sir, ve stood up like an alabaster | 
martyr under all these unfortunate welts of | 
Fate, and no man has heard me gurgle a remon- | 


I am raising 
I am now on 


strance. But I’m kicking now. 
my fairy pedal as an objector. 
the expansive growl. 

“It isn’t the sickness. 
How I Got It. 

“Fellow comes along—man who wouldn’t 
lend me a piece of court-plaster to cover my- 
self with if I was stripped of every rag I have. 

“<« Hello, Potkinson,’ he says: ‘got a cold? 
Of course. I could have told you you’d have 
a cold—going around in weather like this with 
a turn-down collar. You ought to have more 
sense than that. Only wonder you aren’t in 
bed with it.’ 

“Nother man comes along. 

“Under the weather, Potkinson, eh? Yes, 
you ought to take more care of yourself, Pll 
bet you stay up till all hours of the night, and 
get the damp air in your throat. Didn’t I meet 
you some time ago about three o’clock in the 
morning, in evening-dress? Very imprudent.’ 

“Meet me? Yes, hedid. Last year—Lieder- 


It’s the being told 


kranz Ball. Haven’t been out two nights since. | 


“Go down-town. Meet another chap. 

“*¢ Ah,’ he says: ‘ you’re sick, are you? Well, 
I thought you would be. 
reckless fellows who are always sitting in drafts. 
I saw you six months ago sitting in a draft, at 
old Tumbril’s funeral. Thought to myself then, 


when I saw you: Potkinson had better look | 








| hit me. 





You’re one of those | 


THE NEW CHAMPAGNE HAT FOR 
MASQUERADE BALLS. 


out for himself, or he’ll be where old Tumbril 
is, one of these days.’ 

‘Get to the office. There’s my partner. 

“* Aha,’ he whoops: ‘sick again? That’s 
from wearing an office-coat. You would put on 
an alpaca coat while you were working, and 
now I suppose you’ve caught your death of 
cold.’ 

“ That’s the way He talks. He does the out- 
side business, and wears a pea-jacket all day 
long. J have to sit in an 80-degree office, and 
he expects me to take a Russian bath there in 
a diagonal Prince Albert. 

“Get home. There’s my wife. She goes for 
me. 

“*T told you so! Didn’t I beg and pray of 
you not to go up to the Park and skate? Now | 
you’re sick, and perhaps you’ll remember what | 
your poor wife told you.’ 

“Then my mother-in-law chips in, She’s a 
mighty affectionate woman, my mother-in-law 
is; and I haven’t got a, word to say against her 
—even if she gave me the chance; but it does 
kind of rile a man to have a woman shriek to | 
him from the fourth story: 

“*¢T was afraid of it! You're sick again. 
Potkinson, you never would take any care of 
yourself, and now you see what’s come of it. 
If you had only gone out, as I told you to, and 
accustomed yourself to the cold weather, you 
wouldn’t have been so sensitive. Why don’t 
you go out, as other men do, and take some 
exercise—skate, or something ?” A CoprisH BaLt—The One Given by Van- 

“Now, that’s enough to make a man tired. | gerpilt. 
It makes me tired. Why, I believe if I were to | : 
shut myself up in a crucible, and eat nothing | Pyr Ice-K1nc—The President of the Rock- 
but red peppers, some fellow would accuse me | jand Lake Ice Co. 
of going out of my way to catch a cold. If | 
lightning came down out of a clear sky and hit 
me, one of those women would say I ought to 
have been more careful, and it wouldn’t have 








Persons Subject to Enlargement of the Head will 
Experience No Bad Results from Using Them. 








Puckerings. 





THE Post or Duty—The Custom-House, 














THE TEN PLAGUES oF Ecypr—The English, 
| Arabi Bey, Tewfik, Baker Pasha, El Mahdi, the 
Soudan, the Suez Canal, Chinese Gordon, Pov- 
erty and Turkey. 


“I’m sick. I didn’t go hunting around to 
get that sickness. I didn’t want it. I’ve got 
no use for it. It was a present tome. Any- 
body can have it who wants it. But it’s bad ! 
enough to have it, and to know that I did get | 
it, somehow, without having every quack in the | 
city coming up and explaining how I might | 
have avoided it, and how it’s nothing more | 
than a dern apocalyptic punishment for my 
own imprudence.’’ 

And then there was a silence, and the young 
man in the corner broke it by inquiring if Pot- 
kinson did not think it was very reckless to | 
keep his mouth open so much. 


THERE Is a club of young men in Boston 
who have taken to eating dog-meat. It was 
high time that there was some variation on the 
regular pork-and-beans diet. 





Ir 1s rumored that Charles Francis Adams 
has been offered a free pass to the Montreal 
Ice Carnival. The committee is anxious to 
have the old Bay State philosopher on hand in 
case a thaw should set in. 





THE MANAGEMENT Of Wallack’s profess that 
they don’t know who wrote their last comedy. 
| It is currently understood, however, that “ ‘That 

Man” was guilty of “ Deception,” which led 
to “Confusion,” and subsequently to “ Separa- 
| tion,” 


““] WOULD LIKE very much to go to the Ice 
Carnival,”’ said little Willie Jinglebug. 

“ All right,’’ replied his father: “ you shall 
have all the ice carnival you want.’ | Won’? you go to the Montreal Ice Carni- 

And the old man grabbed him by the hair | yal ?”” asked Mrs, Hankinson-Boomwhifter of 
and whirled him around in the snow for a_ her husband. 
while, and then held him under the pump until; —“ Not much,” replied Mr. Hankinson-Boom- 
he had pumped about a hogshead of water on whifter: “I get all the ice carnival I want when 
him; and the boy responded in the affirmative I strike your feet at night.” 
when his father asked him if he had had ad 


the ice carnival he desired. | Bitty McG ory will not have a chance to 
| deliver his great temperance lecture, now that he 
has been shipped up to Blackwell’s Island to 








For GoRGEOus descriptions of bowers of lan- 


| guid, mosquitoless ease, the next thing to the | rusticate and play croquet with the rocks in 


“Arabian Nights” is the average hand-book of | the quarry. But he can boom the good cause 


| winter-resorts. ‘They may all be true, but we | by practice quite as well as by precept. 





are led to imagine that the difference between | 

the places themselves and the highly-colored | 

descriptions is considerable, and that many a «« What an entangled web we weave 

man who goes for what he considers Elysium When first we practise to deceive ”; 

is greatly surprised at getting something very | but the grocer who deceives you with sand for 

much like New Jersey. sugar doesn’t seem to get entangled much, un- 

| less it is in a web of prosperity that is so com- 
THERE ARE a great many politicians around | plicated that he can never get out of it, and is 

the country that need restoring, and Cesnola | obliged to turn his life into a long, peaceful, 

ought to try his hand, golden dream. 


It is all well enough to say: 
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PUCK. 





THE HON. EPHRAIM MUGGINS. 


HAVING NEARLY RECOVERED FROM THE EFFECTS OF 
THE LATE Doc, HE JOINS IN THE UNIVERSAL HOWL 
FOR THE RE-IMPUSITION OF THE INCOME TAX. 








I consider it to be every man’s duty, in this 
free and enlightened country, to go to Con- 
gress—or jail. The more circumstances, the 
more jail. 

What I mean by this is that if you are caught 
at it, and it can be proved against you, you 
are liable to go to jail, if you do not have suf- 
ficient political influence and other spondulix 
to enable you to retain Bob Ingersoll, who has 
no fears of a future hereafter, to defend you. 

But if you are impecunious, and without 
political influence, and circumstances seem to 
weave their inextricable net around you, then 
to jail you must go, as a terrible example to 
others—to do the same thing, but not to be 
caught at it. 

What we need to-day more than political in- 
tegrity—more than honor — among thieves— 
more than buckwheat slapjacks and maple syrup 
with our hash in the morning, is an Income 
Tax. 

What the lurid press of this country is now 
clamoring for, with a clamorous clamorousness 
that drowns all other clamor, is a high-toned, 
aristocratic Income Tax. 

We feel that we are not sufficiently taxed at 
present, and we itch and burn and ache and 
writhe with the intensest agony of desire to pay 
a tax on our incomes, and thus enable the im- 
poverished Government to eke out a wretched 
existence with what little money it may acquire 
in this way. 

The poor lambs, who go patiently down to 
Wall Street to be shorn by the relentless bulls 
and bears and other wolves in dude’s clothing 
who do thereabouts perambulate, are anxious 
to pay taxes on their bonds and mortgages; and 
nothing but the out-stretched hand of the So- 
ciety for the Prevention of Cruelty to Insects 
can prevent them from paying an Income Tax 
on their debts and losses. 

I am glad to see that the press of this coun- 
try has at last awoke to the importance of this 
measure. Here we are, reveling in the glamour 
of untaxed serenity, while the poor Government 
is reduced to almost absolute starvation, with 
an empty treasury positively and inflexibly star- 
ing it in the face. 





This is awful—it’s awful, it’s awful, it’s awful! 

A retributive stagnation will grasp us in the 
ichthyosaurian folds of the inexorable octopus, 
and plunge us into the Lethe of lethargic in- 
dolence and listless inertia, if we do not rouse 
ourselves from the lures of the Siren of Indiffer- 
ence and assert our inalienable rights and priv- 
ileges, which a free Government secures to every 
native citizen of Irish birth and extraction. 

Mr. Jay Gould, Mr. Wm. H. Vanderbilt, and 
ten million other wealthy and influential pat- 
riots, including the entire staff of Puck’s estab- 
lishment, are waiting with untold impatience 
to pour their treasures into Uncle Samuel’s 
empty coffers, 

Let Congress at once suspend all other legis- 
lation, and impose the Income Tax on an alto- 
gether too restive and anxious public. 

Every school-boy, every incipient miss, every 
sedate hod-carrier, every erudite boot-black, 
every over-paid and under-taxed clerk and 
counter-jumper in the land calls out for an In- 
come Tax. Children cry for it. It is the one 
thing needed to complete our happiness. 

The Government needs the money to enable 
it to secure wise and able legislation, and to 
pay more generously for carrying the mails in 
the out-lying suburbs of Timbuctoo and Pata- 
gonia. 

In order to remunerate the poor and needy 
members of Congress for passing the laws and 
bills we so ardently desire, we have had, here- 
tofore, to pay the lobby members untold sums 
out of our own pockets. Let this be stopped 
at once; and the way to do it is to re-impose 
the Income Tax. 

I would like to say more on this subject, but 
I have hardly recovered fully, as yet, from the 
effects of the late dog; though I am happy to 
state that I am no longer obliged to stand up 
when I sit down, and I can wield my pen and 
howl forth my speeches with about my usual 
grace and dignity of demeanor. 


Yours taxidermically, 
EPHRAIM MUGGINS. 








AS WHIRLING we go, 
Sir Romeo, 
To the music dreamy and sweet, 
I think you might 
Step a little more light 
And less frequently on my feet. 








HUMAN RUBBISH. 








RECREATIONS IN SCIENCE. 





A DOG sHows a nice sense of discrimination 
in the matter of scents. For instance, the ani- 
mal may revel in the smell arising from a piece 
of tainted meat, but he dislikes the flavor of a 
cheap cigar, and exudes a sniff of disgust at the 
common “Jockey Club” with which a young 
lady saturates her handkerchief. 





SCIENCE EXPLAINS the recent brilliant sunsets 
by stating that the earth is passing through 
“cosmic dust’? caused by the Java earthquakes 
and eruptions. The theory may be a correct 
one, but when a man explains the rosy appear- 
ance of his nose by saying that it was caused 
by passing through the cosmic dust in the at- 
mosphere, his friends are disgustingly skeptical. 





EveERY MAN knows, unless he is not cognizant 
of the fact, that if two balloons are filled, one 
with hydrogen gas and the other with carbonic 
acid gas, and let go from an eminence of a hun- 
dred feet from the solid earth, the man in the 
balloon that explodes, at a height of a couple of 
hundred feet, labors under the singular halluci- 
nation, for a brief period, that the solid earth 
flew up and hit him a paralyzing thwack, 





WRITERS ON gravitation state that if two balls 
of lead, one a pound and the other ten pounds 
in weight, are let fall one hundred feet through 
the air, they both fall with about the same 
velocity and strike the ground at about the 
same time, but the ten-pound ball strikes with ten 
times the greater weight—though if the lighter 
missile were to strike a man on the head, his 
funeral would be just as expensive as if he had 
been struck with the ten-pound ball. 





ELECTRICITY Is the apparent universal meshes 
among which matter mingles; and when a man 
inadvertently grasps an electric-light conductor, 
he no longer mingles with the living—and that’s 
what’s the matter; but if his life is heavily in- 
sured in a solvent company in favor of his 
young and comely widow, the rate at which 
she captures a new husband in the meshes of 
her charms distances the suddenness of elec- 
tricity by a Gov. Cleveland majority. 





‘THE COMET of 1812, which recently returned, 
is tailless, as far as the divested optic can dis- 
cern. Prof. Swift, who has an extended repu- 
tation as a comet sharp, rejects with scorn the 
hypothesis that the comet has worn off its tail 
by brushing flies off its back, during the recur- 
ring fly seasons between the years 1812 and 
1883. Prof. Smythe, on the other hand, ac- 
cepts the theory as being more plausible than 
the ridiculous supposition that its tail was am- 
putated in a five-hundred-horse-power hay-cut- 
ter. 





Mr. LEO GRINDON, an Englishman, estimates 
that out of the 100,000 known species of flow- 
ering plants 10,000 are of direct service to man, 
and 5,000 are more or less poisonous or hurtful. 
It is a well-known fact that the married man 
who is obliged to carry in his wife’s flowering 
plants several nights in early autumn to prevent 
them getting frost-bitten, and a little later on 
is compelled to lug them up-stairs to a sun-ex- 
posed room in the top story, and then down 
again in sweet spring-time, until he feels as if 
he must go to a blacksmith-shop and get a new 
hinge put in his back and have his knee-joints 
lubricated—this man is positive that out of the 
100,000 known species his wife has selected the 
5,000 that are more or less hurtful; and when 
he sees them out in the yard again, nothing 
would fill him with more bliss than for an able- | 
bodied cyclone to come along and blow them 
into the next state. W. 
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PUCK. 








Face All the Duns. 


DOMESTIC DUTIES. 
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Remain At Home Nights. 











THE BAPTISM OF BEER. 





At first blush, it must appear rather odd that 
the men who build cable dispatches on the 
other side of the water should take the trouble 
to send over the news that a laborer had thrown 
a quart of beer over the Duke of Albany, as 
that god-like child of the purple was leaving a 
public hall at Dorking, England. Barring the 
waste of beer, the incident does not strike the 
ordinary reader as of much interest. 

But a little reflection will show the oddity of 
the affair. The throwing something at a duke 
is natural enough. The duke may have beena 
friend of Sir Lepel Griffin’s. He may have 
worn his coronet insolently cocked over one 
eye. There are fifty reasons why anybody 
might wish to throw things at a duke. 

But what shocked the London correspondent 
was the fact that the workman threw a quart of 
beer at the duke. ‘There was radical insolence 
in this. Chucking a bottle of champagne at a 
duke might have been accepted as a tribute of 


respect, if not of admiration and esteem. But | 


beer was in bad form—discourteous, to say the 
least of it. 

Why could not the subversive and turbulent 
workman have had the decency to use Amon- 
tillado as a missile? Why could he not, if his 
means were limited, select a pale dry sherry to 


heave at-the ducal head? Or a fine, fruity port, | 
whose father-grape grew fat on Lusitanian sum- | 
mers—wouldn’t that have been more in keeping | 


with the occasion and the object of his aim ? 
This unknown workman has set a dangerous 

precedent. Any one of proper ideas of caste 

and class-distinction could have told him that 


it would have been offensive to an ordinary | 


baronet to be soaked with wm ordinaire, and that 
Chiéteau Lafite would scarcely satisfy the dig- 
nity of a marquis. Beer on a duke was simply 
revolutionary. 

We feel it our duty to remonstrate with that 


| workman. He has no sense of proportion. If 
he desires, in his delicate way, to anoint any 
of his own class with the humble and plebeian 
beer, let him do so; but let him also remember 
that nothing less than extra-dry is fit for the 
chrism of a duke. 








A BUNCH OF LETTERS. 


I, 
They are tied with a faded blue ribbon 
That begins to give token of age, 
And a musty-like odor arises 
As I turn o’er each closely-penned page, 
And I sit with my feet to the fire, 
And read from beginning to end, 
Till «* My dearest,” ‘* My fondest,” «*« My truest” 
Fade away to ‘ Forever your friend.” 


i. 

They are crowded with terms of endearment 
That tell of a passionate heart; 

They are brimming with words of affection 
And a fragrance of love from the start; 

Each sentence seems laden with perfume, 
Each line as if set in a frame, 

And the words at the end of each letter 
Seem the dearest that mortal could name. 


Ill. 

I read of slow walks in the moonlight, 

That seemed planned by the kindness of Fate, 
Of téte-a-tétes on the veranda, 

Of lingering adieus at the gate; 
Of hints, only hints, of soft kisses, 

That were far too seraphic to last; 
Of suggestions of treasured caresses 

In those joy-sceptered days of the past. 


IV. 
But I carelessly ponder them over, 
And I quietly gaze in the fire, 
And all the sweet words I ’ve been reading 
Can arouse no sweet tunes to my lyre, 
And my heart at that past-time affection 
| Has not stirred since the reading began; 
For the whole precious series of missives 
Belong to another man. 





A. S. KIMBALL. 























A HINT TO LEGISLATORS. 
Never has there been such a glorious oppor- 
tunity for a State Senator or an Assemblyman 


to distinguish himself. He can be certain to 
be puffed up to his heart’s content. He can be 
certain of being waited on by lobbyists, and of 
invitations to unlimited luncheons and dinners, 
where champagne will flow like a mill-race. 
His name will be in the mouth of pretty nearly 
every adult inhabitant of the State. He may 
also count on arousing the ire of Jay Gould 
and Cyrus Field, which in itself is fame. 

All this is just going begging. Let the legis- 
lator who aspires to statesmanship at once bring 
in a bill to insist on the Elevated Railroads’ 
adopting the block system, which would make 
accidents by collision practically impossible. 
It would be a popular measure, and should pass 
by a large majority. It might cost the com- 
panies about fifty or sixty thousand dollars more 
a year; but, considering that the roads are 
yielding to the projectors some thirty or forty 





per cent a year on the original investment, the 
expenditure of such a sum would be but a mere 
drop in the bucket compared with their profits. 
The adoption of the block system might break 
the monopolists’ tender hearts, but the public 
can stand the shock. 

It is difficult to understand the miserable 
meanness of the men who control these roads. 
One would think that, prosperous as the invest- 
ment has made them, they would be but too 
glad to insure the safety of the public who has 
| granted to them so valuable a franchise; but 
| with these men, the richer they grow the more 
parsimonious and contemptible they become. 


a 
~-— 








“ EaRLy TO bed, early to rise, makes a man 
| healthy, wealthy and wise’’ may be a true say- 
| ing, but we don’t think it holds good in the 
| case of the hod-carrier. 
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A SUBSTITUTE FOR NAILS. 





He had on a suit of clothes that may have 
been black some years ago; but on this occa- 
sion it had faded and refaded until it seemed to 
be a sort of “greenery-yallery” tone, which 
changed slightly as the light struck it. His hair 
and beard were very long, and upon the former 
rested a gum-drop Derby about large enough 
for a boy twelve years old. 


“ Good-evening,”’ he said politely to the pro- | 


prietor of the drug-store, who thought he had 
come in to purchase some deadly poison with 
which to commit suicide. 

‘‘Good-evening,” replied the drug-man, as 
he put the glass stopper back into a huge bottle 
that was fortified with a fearful Latin name. 

“ What have you got ?” inquired a man who 
was sitting in the place while his prescription 
was being compounded. 

“T have something,” said the visitor: “that 
takes the place of nails.” 

He then reached down in his pocket and 
fished up a piece of card-board which had a 
sort of brass hook running out of it. The man 
who was waiting didn’t see the hook, and when 
the other said, ‘“‘ This takes the place of nails,”’ 
remarked: 

“Can you drive that through a board ?” 

“No,” responded the peddler. 

“Then why do you say it takes the, place of 
nails ?”” 

“‘ Because you can hang things on it—see ?” 

The peddler turned the card around so that 


to be compounded could see the hook. The 
man saw it, smiled, and said: 

“ That hook is only a quarter of an inch long. 
Could I hang my hat on it ?” 

“No; the hook isn’t long enough.” 

“Could I hang my ulster on it ?” 

a 

“ Then of what use is it ?”’ 

“To hang things on.” 

“What can you hang on it that won’t pull it 
down ?” 

“ Your watch.” 

“T haven’t a watch.” 

‘The peddler kept still for a few minutes, and 
looked around the store rather vacantly. Then 
the other man asked: 

“ You say that takes the place of nails ?”’ 

“Ves.” 

“Suppose I had a thumb-nail squeezed off in 
a door, could I rig that card on the end of my 
thumb and be able to get as much satisfaction 
out of it as I do out of my natural nail? In 
other words, would it enable me to pick hard 


knots out of my shoe-strings, and pinch my | 


shoe-buttons into the button-holes, and lift a 
pin out of the floor-crack ?”’ 

“ You could not.” : 

“Then why do you say it takes the place of 
nails ?”” 

‘* Because it does.” 

“Could you run it through your boot and 
have it torture your heel ?” 

“No.” 

“ Then it is not like a nail.” 

“ Why isn’t it ?” 

“ Because you can’t hang anything on it.” 

“ Yes, you can,” 

“What can you hang on it?” 

“A pair of ear-muffs,” replied the peddler. 

‘Let me see you hang a pair of ear-muffs on 
. 

“T haven’t a pair.” 

“Why don’t you carry a pair?” 

‘Because my ears were chawed off ten years 

0.”? * 

Then the man who was waiting for his pre- 
scription to be compounded said: 

“You say it takes the place of nails because 
you can hang things on it ?” 

“Yo.” 


| 
} 


“ Does a clothes-line take the place of nails ?”’ 

“ No.” 

“ Does a gallows take the place of nails?” 

—— 

“ Does a beer-saloon slate take the place of 
nails ?” 

“cc No.” 

“ But on all those arrangements you can hang 
things, just as well as you can on these cards, 


| Did you ever hang your ulster up on a slate ?” 





“Re.” 

“ That chair takes the place of nails, doesn’t 
er" 

“‘ How so ?” inquired the peddler. 

‘Because you hang on to it so well.” 

“Do you want one of these cards ?” 

“No,” replied the man who was waiting for 
his prescription to be compounded: “but I'll 
tell you what I'll do.” 

‘What ?” 

“Pll pay for all the poison you can drink.” 

The drug-man then remarked to the peddler: 

“Prussic acid is the quickest. Please put 


| down your name and address, that I may know 








you want the deadly poison to kill rats with.” 
The peddler hurriedly thrust his substitute 

for nails into his coat-pocket, and shot forth as 

swiftly as the wind. R. K. M. 








IT 1s stated in a reliable financial article that 
we raise several millions more bushels of wheat 
every year than we consume. We suppose the 
reason that we don’t consume all the wheat we 


the man who was waiting for his prescription | ™Y attribute to the fact that the bakers put 


very little flour in their bread, and depend upon 
white-lead, pig-iron and other adulterous stuff 
that knocks our digestion out of shape, and 
gives us nightmare about seven times a week. 





AN OLD SONG ADAPTED TO THE YEAR. 





Why don’t the girls propose, papa? 
Why don’t the girls propose? 

Each one seems coming to the point, 
And then away she goes. 

Though ’tis their privilege this year, 
As everybody knows, 

They flirt in quite an awful way, 
But, oh, they won’t propose. 


I ’ve read the latest fashions, 
I can talk of pleat and frill, 
And discuss the newest color 
With a quite consummate skill; 
I am az fait on bonnets, 
Know a thing or two of hose, 
And I seem to interest them, 
But they won’t—they won’t propose. 


That most feminine of columns 
In the excellent Bazar, 
Where the queerest sort of queries 
About making dresses are, 
I have studied with attention, 
Till one really would suppose 
That my language must attract them, 
Yet still they won’t propose. 


I ’ve practised charming innocence, 
And weeping at the play; 

And I can drop my eyelids 
In a most engaging way; 

I ’ve studied hard to blush, and lisp 
My ‘yes ”’es and my ‘‘no”’s, 
And smiled with sweet persistence; 

But they will not propose, 


It ’s really very hard, papa; 
There ’s cause for just complaint. 
I ’m even trying to teach myself 
The way to scream and faint; 
But while I practise every art, 
Too fast the leap-year goes. 
Why don’t the girls propose, papa? 
Why don’t the girls propose? L. 
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GOVERNMENT EMPLOYEE.—A MAN WHO MUST HAVE INFLUENCE, AND WHO CAN MANIPULATE 


THE BOyS.—Chandler’s Political Dictionary. 


The Secretary of the Interior reaches the conclusion that the employees re- 
commended by the Commissioners will not compare in efficiency with the men whom 
he could pick up in every-day life. * * * * Secretary Chandler expresses his disgust 
in even more pointed terms, and backs up his assertion by a brusque refusal to have 
anything to do with the clerks sent him by the Commissioners.—Dazly Paper. 
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REGISTER REVERIES, 


No. III. 
AN URBAN ANTIDOTE TO IK MARVEL AND 
CHARLES DUDLEY 


WARNER. 
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Of course we were talking, last night, of the great 
event of the day at our boarding-house—the arrival of 
the New Family. 

It consisted of a father, a mother, three children and 
six trunks. Perhaps I should change this order end-for- 
end, for the trunks were more conspicuous and oppress- 
ive than all the rest of the family put together; the chil- 
dren came next and dominated the mother, and the fa- 
ther was simply the useful machine of business who paid 
the expenses. Every boarder knows the man, From 
half-past eight to six he was in active operation down- 
town, grinding legal]-tender grist. Then he came home, 
was coaled-typ—I mean, fed—and went to sleep on the 
lounge in his room until it was time to go to sleep in a 
bed. 

The New Family occupied the entire second floor, over 
the parlor, and the glamour of those apartments—the 
glamour goes with the apartments for fifty dollars a week, 
paid regularly—threw a delicious halo over them in our 
Landlady’s eyes. 

As we sat around the register she told us about the six 
trunks and their contents—the dresses, the seal-skin 
sacque, the ivory-backed brushes, the jewel-case and the 
diamonds in the jewel-case. Then she spoke of the 
children, and how sweet and pretty and clever and well- 
behaved they were; and, after the children were disposed 
of, she summed up the parents: 

THe LANDLADY.—They are real elegant people. 

THE REGISTER.—They are real elegant idiots. 

I had been saving it up for some time, while I listened 
to the Landlady, and it required only the ‘‘ real elegant ” 
to set me off. «* Real elegant ”’ is nerve-harrowing enough 
at any time; but when it is applied to things that are 
neither real nor elegant—then I simply feel as though I 
had swallowed, simultaneously, an iceberg and a volcano, 
and my digestion were impaired. 

On their trunks I will not comment. There is a poem 
in my own trunk up-stairs which is worth all the ivory- 
backed brushes in New York, and it ill becomes him 
who is rich to comment upon him who is not so rich. 


But I have no children, and it is a pure joy to me to | 


comment upon those of other people. You have told 
me that those children are clever, well-behaved and 
pretty. They are entitled to no credit for being pretty. 
I will admit that they can be well-behaved, on demand. 
My broken watch will go when I move the hands. They 
are clever, if precocious shrewdness is clever. 

THE LANDLADY.—That’s just like a bachelor—abus- 
ing the dear little things. I’d like to know what you can 
find to say against them. 

THE BOARDER WHOM WE CALL GalrTers.—It’s sim- 
ply ignorance on his part. He’s afraid of their crying at 
night. He doesn’t know the difference between a baby 
and a child. 

THE REGISTER.—No, I am not likely to confound 
these children with babies. If I were to make any mis- 
take, it would be in the other direction. But, mind you, 
I have nothing to say against these children in particular. 
I speak of them only because they are specimens of a 
class. They are children of naturally good capacities 
and tendencies, spoiled by unwise parents. Now let us 
see, Gaiters, for I observe you are about to interrupt me. 
These three children have been in the house about twelve 
hours. They had not been here one hour before they 
were on familiar terms with all the servants. In another 
hour the fact that each one of them had received as a 
Christmas present a hundred dollars deposited in a sav- 
ings-bank had been so thoroughly spread throughout the 
house that I, for one, had heard it from at least three 
different sources. I also know that their silk dresses— 
in which, by-the-way, they appeared at dinner—cost six 
dollars a yard. I know that when they are in the coun- 


try the boy has a pony and the girls have a phaeton. I | 


kn» wv that they are going to a fancy-dress ball, and that 
they expect to stay up until three o’clock in the morning. 
I know that last year their papa, whom they call their 
popper, made twenty thousand dollars, and that they had 
the best rooms in the best hotel in Chicago. And when 
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MORE POINTED THAN POLITE. 
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WoMAN (excitedly).—** Say, you man, you don’t think that was my husband that fell in, do you?” 
MAN (eying her sharply).—* Well, 1 shouldn't wonder; he looked driven to death,” 








I think that all over this broad land there are thousands 
of children growing up in hotels and boarding-houses 
with their unchildlike minds filled with such matters as 
these, with such mean ambitions and narrow aspirations, 
thinking only of what is vain, useless and unwholesome, 
learning only the sordid and selfish side of life—well, I 
am glad Iam a bachelor. ‘These children do not slide 
down the balusters, break the parlor windows with base- 
balls, smear taffy over the curtains— 

THE LANDLADY.—Thank heaven! 

THE REGISTER.—Would to heaven they did! ‘They 
have put aside that childish folly which is better than 
our wisdom, They are puny little imitations of maturity. 
And how hideous do we appear with our self-confidence, 
our worldly wisdom, our shrewdness, our skepticism re- 
flected and distorted in these little mirrors! Iam grow- 
ing ashamed of this dwarfish kind of humanity that is 
now called childhood. And it often troubles me to think 
that I shall probably not die before this hotel-bred gen- 
eration has grown up. I shudder to think what will be 
the age that follows such a youth. 

THE LANDLADY.—Well, / think they’re real elegant 
children. 








Answers for the Aurious. 


REJECTED ARTICLES go into the waste-basket; 
PUCK won’t return them, so you needn’t ask it. 

WaARMOTH.—Yes. 

S. J. T.—Too crude and young. 

K. N. L.—Not quite; but thereabouts. 

K. M.—We are sorry; but we are afraid the goat has it, 

S. P. MCDOWELL, Jr.—You’re a nice young man, you 
are. You have made it very pleasant for us. You have 
got us into a very pleasant situation. We took that 
‘¢ Idea for a Cartoon” of yours up to the smallest. artist 
in our chromo department and asked him what he thought 
of it. He said that his thinking apparatus was out of 
order, and that that wasn’t his day for thinking, any- 
way, and wouldn’t we take it to somebody else. We 
did. We took it to the next smallest artist, and he said 
he was a poor, sickly chap, and had an orphaned grand- 
.father and the dyspepsia; but he would fight us, anyhow, 
and was willing to defend his rights as a man at the ex- 
pense of his heart’s dearest blood. We told him he was 
too expensive altogether; and then we tried another 
man, and he drew a bowie-knife on us. Then the ad- 
vertising-agent got hold of it, and thought it was a new 
patent-medicine ad., and had it set up, and wanted to 
send the bill to us. The porter has it now, and says he 
thinks he can make it burn. But we are more or less 
| unpopular among our god-gifted colleagues in this of- 
| fice, just at present. 














THE QUEEN’S SPEECH CONDENSED. 


The British Parliament, as most people know, opened 
last week. 

Mrs. Victoria’s speech was a daisy, and exhibited in 
an astonishing degree the active personal interest she 
takes in all matters connected with the Empire. 

It ran somewhat in this style: 

Nobs and Gents—I’m on pretty good terms with al- 
most all of my brother kings and queens. If hany of 
’em feels inclined to have a little set-to with the gloves, 
the woman and money are ready at Windsor Castle or 
at Osborn. 

I ain’t as much oftended as I thought I was with France 
for insulting some of my liveried servants in Madagascar, 
and we’re on speaking terms again. I’m getting my 
fishing-tackle in order, to get some fishing near New- 
foundland without the interference of the horrid United 
States. That nation is not going to get ahead of me— 
not if this child knows it. 

There ain’t many people around who know more than 
T do about trade. You can just bet your sweet lives that 
I am there every time. Turkey, Spain, Japan and Corea 
I have fixed for treaties. 

I have every reason to be satisfied with the tranquility 
of Egypt. All the same -here’s a good deal more fighting 
going on down there than I bargained for; but I guess 
it isn’t going to iast for ever. The ‘fellows who are slaugh- 
tered are principally niggers, anyway. Zululand is an- 
other of my specialties. Things are pretty much mixed 
down there; but I’ll put them straight before I get 
through. I shall Jet you know how much I propose to 
spend on my army and my navy, and all the persons I 
give employment to during the year. You must say it is 
all right or there’ll be trouble. I should just like to catch 
any of you attempting to cut down my salary—wouldn’t 
I make a circus? If you did anything of the kind, I 
don’t know that I would allow my son Wales or any of 
his youngsters to sit on the throne. I just want all of you 
to understand that I’m the boss—that’s the kind of a 
hair-pin I am. 

Old Gladstone is going to make me give votes to the 
nasty, dirty, common, vulgar people. I don’t want to 
do it; but I can’t very well help myself unless I give up 
my posish, and it’s too comfortable a berth to let go ina 
hurry. 

I propose to make reforms in the Government of Lon- 
don. I haven’t the least idea how the place is governed; 
but, anyhow, there’s got to be reforms, and I’m the party 
as can make ’em. 

There are heaps of other matters I’m also going to at- 
tend to. I don’t know what they are, but guess I shall 
find out before I get through; and if I shouldn’t, it won’t 
fret me. I never had much of a head for queening—it 
makes me tired. 

Bad luck to us all, and let the de’il take the hindmost! 
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Four artists who differ in style and in mind | The regy 
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is the use of Mormonism, when a man can change his wife whenever he likes?—-Graets. 
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) $VE THE MORMON QUESTION. 


The result of their labor is here—and, what ’s more, 
in We ’ll remark that in Utah they laugh at all four. 
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STOCK STORY FOR COUNTRY TEMPEP- 
ANCE LECTURERS. 





The first time I saw William Perkins he was 
a smiling lad of eighteen. He was strong, erect, 
handsome. Upon.-his cheek there was the flush 
of health—in his eye the fire of a hearty am- 
bition. 

“Tell me,” said I, six years later, to an ac-4 
quaintance: “who is that pale, scrofulous, ner 
ous-looking man standing in front of yonder 
restaurant ?”” 

“Tt is William Perkins,” was the reply. 

“ You must be mistaken,” I said: “ for the last 
time I saw him he was the incarnation of vig- 
orous manhood. This man is a piteous wreck.” 

“Ah,” exclaimed my friend: ‘ you have not 
heard, then, the sad story of his downfall ?”” 

‘Downfall? No, I have not,’? I said: “Is 
it possible that this paragon has stooped so low 
—-has so far forgotten himself as to—”’ 

“Tt is even so,” interrupted my friend: “Wil- 
liam Perkins is confirmed in the hideous vice of 
buckwheat-cakes,” 

And then my friend told me the story—the 
old, old story, replete with sadness, reeking with 
misery—while I—I shuddered and listened. 

You all know it; why repeat it now? 

At a social party, under bright lights, with 
smiling faces around him, William Perkins, yield- 
ing to the intoxicating influences of the hour, 
had tasted his firs? buckwheat-cake. It seemed 
to invigorate him—to stimulate him. Alas, that 
the serpent did not turn and sting when first 
caught in the embrace of the heedless novice! 
But, ah, ’tis never so. 

The pathway of the buckwheat-cakeard lies 
at first through gardens of roses, by the side of 
purling streams; it is over flowery meads that it 
gradually opens upon the black, bleak moor of 
mental anguish and physical torture. Perkins 
took another cake and then another. ‘The 





spoke kindly to him as he raised his pimply 
face to mine. I argued with him, I remon- 
strated. 

“?Tis vain,” he moaned: “I am broken out 
all over—’tis useless to attempt to save a man 
who has once become a victim to the buck- 
wheat-cake habit.” 

I took him home with me and locked him 
up inaroom, That night he had a fierce de- 


lirium. His insane fancy painted buckwheat- | 


cakes crawling over the floor, twining them- 
selves about his limbs, hissing at him and 
threatening him with their poisonous fangs. 
He plucked imaginary buckwheat-cakes from 
about his neck, tore them from his garments, 
swept them from the table, saw them every- 
where, lowering, threatening, appalling. Oh, 
my friends, could you but have seen him writh- 
ing there anc heard him mingling his piteous 
shrieks with prayers and curses, not one of you 
to-day would have the utterly reckless hardihood 
to say: 

«“?Tis a harmless thing—this indulgence in 
cakes.” 

How we saved him I know not; but this I 
know, that after days and weeks of confinement 
and watching and encouragement and kindly 
advice, we led William Perkins from that room 
a reformed man. 

“My dear sir,” said he: “how can I ever 
thank you?” 

“ By promising me never to touch buckwheats 
again,” said I. 

“I swear it to you!” said he, fervently. 

And he kept his word. I saw William Per- 
kins to-day. He is a changed man. He is 
cashier in one of your banks—rich, prosperous, 
happy. His step is elastic, his cheek rosy, his 
form erect, his voice manly and his eye clear 
and steady. 

“T feel like myself once more,” said he: “1 
have not tasted buckwheat-cakes in two years.” 

EUGENE FIELD. 





next morning he arose 
pale and trembling. 
He sought a remedy 
for his weak condi- 
tion in more cakes, 
and before he had re- 
tired that night six- 
teen buckwheat-cakes 
combined to bind him 
in the fetters of the re- 
morseless tyrant. His 
taste for cakes grew, 
till at last every penny 
he could scrape up 
was squandered on 
this appalling habit. 
He lost his situation. 
People feared to em- 
ploy a man abandon- 
ed to such a vice. His 
family suffered for the 
necessaries of life. He 
pawned his wife’s jew- 
elry, his young chil- 
dren’s clothing and 
the household furni- 
ture to secure means 
with which to buy 
buckwheat-cakes. 

Honor, duty, home, 
family, friends — all 
seemed to be forgot- 
ten in his wild, insati- 
ate craving for cakes, 
cakes, cakes! 

*T will try to save 
this man,” I said, and 
I stepped across the 
street to where Per- 
kins was scratching 
his back against the 
restaurant door. I 











We’ re the latest thing in agitation, 
We the Twins of Temperance, 
We go for reform as a speculation, 
Will you join our moral dance? 


A DUET THAT DIDN’T COME OFF. 


[Air from Genevitve de Brabant.| 


Cuorus:—Table beer is all our cheer, 
Table beer is all our cheer, 

Table beer and Moderation— 

Table beer and Temperance. 





THE LAMB ON THE “STREET” 
Wall Street, February 8th, 1884. 


The daily papers 
are before me as I 
am about to make 
ray spasmodic and 
paroxysmal bleat. I 
find—-I don’t know 
“\ whether it is to my 

\\ sorrow or joy—that 
\\ the market is in a 
\\ condition to run 
* — down-hill again, if it 
can manage to get 
any lower. I think 
it can, and I hope it 
will; for then, per- 
haps, I may be able to get a chance to renew 
my fleece, which is just beginning to blossom 
out again after the shearing it has undergone 
during the past year. 

There is nothing but vexation of spirit for 
those who think about Wall Street, even unto 
the men who go down there every day as a 
matter of business. Is the public in? The 
public is not in. Will the public goin? The 
public will not go in. Why can not the ani- 
mal called the public be induced to enter the 
seductive street? Because the public is not 
anxious to lose its money. 

All kinds of homilies are suggested by the 
public abstinence. “Once bit, twice shy.” “A 
burned child dreads the fire.”’ “ You may lead a 
horse to water, but you can’t make him drink.” 

By-the-way, I haven’t mentioned in this pro- 
found State paper why the market is in a con- 
dition to acquire a greater momentum down- 
ward than for some time past. The reason is 
obvious. 

It 1s because millions of dollars’ worth of 
property has been destroyed by the rise in the 
Western rivers, all owing, of course, to the 
forests having been ruthlessly cut down. The 
New York Sun already has an article on the 
subject certain to be followed by many more. 

But this discursiveness will not be of much 
help to the prospective operator and investor. 

Now I, as a poor little lamb, simply hang on 
to the tail of the public, which, as I have said 
before, is not Wall Street, and peek into the 
arena as well as I can through the crowd of on- 
lookers. The failure of Villard has not only 
scared the lambs, but numbers of well-bred and 
sleek bulls and bears, 

Then there is the Tariff. Free Trade and 
Protection are on trial in Congress, and are big 
factors in the market. So even from a lamb’s 
view I can give no points. In my club, in 
restaurants, in: horse-cars, in the Elevated roads 
and brokers’ offices I listen to the golden 
opinions of everybody; but I gather nothing 
that will put me on the high road to financial 
fame and fortune. 

I'see not the ghost of a prospect of becoming 
a Jay Gould, or a Vanderbilt, or even a Russell 
Sage— Western Union, Northern Pacific, Ore- 
gon, Transcontinental, and others too numerous 
to mention. They go up a little and down a 
little, and remain steady a little; and this is the 
history from day to day, unless some of the 
stocks are a little lower in the basement than 
usual, 

Things, however, seem to favor the bears, who 
do not seem to mind a slight rise for a few days. 
It just gives the bears an opportunity of taking 
a little higher spring, only to jump on the stocks 
they have singled out for slaughter with tre- 
mendous force. But then there is always this 
state of affairs during the Presidential year; at 
least that is as good a reason as any other for 
nobody’s being able to make any money in 
Wall Street— not even an innocent lamb whose 
ideas are quite moderate. 

BALAAM BopeEP. 
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CAR-DRIVERS. 
We fear that the good old days 
of genuine hard work are over, ‘i 
and that they have been succeed- | ~ 4)" 
ed by a period of luxurious social- 











ism, when everybody, including 
the drivers of horse-cars, is anxious 
to do as little work as possible for 
as large a salary as can be ex- 
tracted from a poverty-stricken 
employer. 


One of the most bare-faced —_ 
pieces of assumption that have ever Zz 


come under our notice is the de- 
mand of the car-drivers that twelve 
hours shall constitute a day’s work. 

The Albany Legislature has not 
yet recovered from the shock to 
its feelings at the request. 

Everybody with a vestige of 
commonsense knows that car-driv- | 
ing, next to being a successful poli- 
tician and a millionaire, is a most 
delightful occupation. 

Think of the seventeen hours 
a day, during this bracing winter 
weather, that the driver has to 
compose poems of fancy, which, | 
when he gets time to write out, 
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Otp LApy.—* Only think, one Missionary for 10,000 Cannibals!” 
Younc Lapy.—* Mercy! they must have terrible light appetites or 
awful big Missionaries!” 






“"TWAS EVER THUS.” 





| Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884 is illustrated 
by eight artists, and supplied with read- 
ing matter by twenty-seven of the best 
humorous writers of the day, and as an 
ennui dispeller and a mental tonic is 
unsurpassed by anything in the market 
to-day. It costs only twenty-five cents 
to possess this daisy of a work, and the 
| presses will be kept running night and 
| day, if necessary, to supply the demand 
for it, which is simply enormous.— Yon- 
hers Gazette. 





Through the courtesy of the publish- 

ers, the 7ribune has been presented with 

a copy of Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884, 

and it is but simple justice to say that 

} it surpasses every previous effort of its 
enterprising publishers, It can not bet- 
ter be described than as a hilarious bale 
of pure, refined, screaming fun, done up 
in a book of 128 sparkling, bubbling, 
foamy, fizzy pages. Its humorous illus- 
trations would cause a glad smile of 
welcome to spread over the face of an 
Egyptian mummy, and would awaken in 
the breast of the dried up citizen a de- 
sire to shake off the stupor of his two 
thousand years’ nap and come out from 
his antique setting and have some fun. 
Despite his unparalleled success, Puck 
has evidently not made money enough to 
buy himself a suit of clothes, but the little 
fat, dimpled rascal has murdered more 








may make his fortune. And then 
how exhilarating to drive a well® 
appointed team all day, and a good part of the 
night, with nothing else on one’s mind at all, 
Why should the car-driver complain? Why 
should he attempt to regulate the hours of la- | 
bor, and, as one Albany Solon puts it, why ! 
should anything be done that “interferes with | 
the personal rights of the individual? ‘The la- 
bor question must be settled by the laws of | 
supply and demand. If a man can not get | 
along in the cities, he has the boundless prairies | 
of the Great West to go to.” 

Precisely; if people can’t obtain bread, they 
should at once ,proceed to eat cake. If car- 
drivers can not make the business pay, they 
should at once become presidents of banks and 
railroads. 

From what we know of car-drivers, we think 
they would be quite willing to work twenty | 
hours a day for a few years, if they knew that | 
by so doing they could obtain a little of the | 
watered stock of the horse-railroads, and have | 
enough to comfortably live on without work in | 
their old age. | 

The incomes that are derived by the pro- 
jectors of some of the horse-car lines are out of 
all proportion to the work done by those who 
have been fortunate enough to capture the fran- 
chise from the people’s misrepresentatives. 

The stock has had to be inflated to conceal 
the profits, and the poor car-driver is forced to 
work seventeen or eighteen hours a day by 
grasping capitalists who have put down some 
iron rails, built a few cars, and bought a few 
horses to drag them along main and populous 
thoroughfares, where the traffic is so great that | 
the profits are enormous. | 

Invaluable franchises of this kind ought never | 
to be allowed to yield to their holders more than | 
seven per cent on the original outlay; all over | 
that should be given back to the public, or the 
State should take possession of the lines at a 
fair valuation. A public franchise is essentially 
different from the rights of private ownership 
in other property. Mr. Kelly—not our friend | 
John—protested against conductors and driv- 
ers being made beasts of burden “little above 
the horses of their cars.” 

Mr. Kelly is right. ‘The horse-car railroads 
belong constructively to the public. The stock- 
holders are simply trustees for the public, and 
should be made to desist from the heartless | 
cruelty to their employees by making them work | 





is too long. The people should not allow those 
who labor for their benefit to be treated as 
though they were slaves. ‘They have the rem- 
edy in their own hands. It is not a question of 
supply and demand—it is a question of human- 
ity and justice. 








TELEPHONIC. 


Hello! Hello! - My darling Nell, 

I know your touch upon the bell; 

It thrilled, as often does my heart, 
When you your loving glances dart. 

I can’t hear, dearest. Louder! Yell! 


Speak lower, loved one, you must spell, 
For what you say I can not tell, 
We are so very far apart— 

Hello! Hello! 


I ’m at the office and must sell— 
What do you say? ‘To go to—well? 
Good gracious! ‘Tell me who thou art? 
“Shut up, young feller, and depart! 
I want the druggist—calomel!”’ 
Hello! Hello! 
— Detroit Free Press. 


THERE is a quarrel among Yale College stw- 
dents over the election of editors of the college 
magazine. We have not been apprised of the 
true inwardness of the difficulty; but what the 
magazine wants is an editor who will waste- 





basket such brilliant effusions as ‘‘ Young Nibbs’*! 
is raising a moustache,” “ Pleb Jinks sports a | 
stunning necktie,”’ “ Nunk Brown regards him- 
self as an eighteen-carat masher,” etc.—/orris- | 
town Herald. 
Do you remember that night of nights, | 
When four of us sat in the box together? | 
Ella Wheeler. | 
Ah! Ella, we do indeed, and after it was all | 
over, the oyster-saloon adjoining; the raws, the 
fries, the stews, which in your giddy, gushing, | 
girlish glee you permitted us to pay for. Do | 
we remember that night of nights ? Girly, girly, 
what do you take us for ?—Drake’s Magazine. 
THE ladies who live on Capitol Hill, Wash- 
ington, have chosen Monday for reception day. 
It is not stated, but they probably do their 
washing one day later in the week. Some so- 
ciety ladies must resort to strange expedients to 
keep up appearances.—Norristown Herald, 
EvEN the sun which rises in the East inva- 
riably comes West to settle.—ZJnter-Ocean. 





melancholy and assassinated more blue 
devils than any public benefactor in the 
country, and his cute nakedness has become lovingly 
familiar all over the broad world, Ask the néws-dealers 
for it, or send a quarter to the publishers of Puck, New 
York, and try to wash that solemn scowl from your face 
with a flood of good, hearty, healthful laughter.— 
Bismarck Daily Tribune. 

A sure cure for the ‘* blues ” is presented to the pub- 
lic, in the shape of Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884, which is 
inclosed in a brilliant cover, Messrs. Keppler, Opper, 
Gillam, F. Graetz, J. A. Wales and others furnish the 
illustrations, and PucK’s editorial staff—Messrs, Bunner, 
Vallentine and Munkittrick—assisted by a number of 
contributors, are responsible for the enjoyable letter-press. 
The work is original from title-page to finis.—orris- 
town Herald. 


We are indebted to the publishers of Puck’s ANNUAL 
for 1884 for a copy of that mirth-provoking work. It 
is profusely illustrated, and contains short, snappy, hu- 
morous stories, sketches and poems. No matter how the 
market goes, every banker, broker and speculator should 
have a copy.— Zhe Wall Street Daily News. 


Puck’s ANNUAL has become a great North American 
institution, and it is anxiously looked for by people who 
enjoy a laugh. The ANNUAL for 1884 is the best yet 
issued, and is full of fun and funny pictures, from cover 
to cover. — Oil City Derrick. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884 presents a budget of fresh, 
witty and enjoyable squibs, quirks, stories, etc., by a 
number of writers whose names, or xoms de plume, are 
familiar to the readers of PuCK.— Chicago Evening Four- 
nal, 





—In the pipe Blackwell’s Durham Long Cui Tobacco 
is even more luxurious than in the cigarette, for then it 
is a fuller smoke, its flavors are longer drawn, and its 
fragrances play around you like odors in a garden of 
lilies. 





Lundborge’s Perfume, Edenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, L ily of the Valley. 








Lapiges do not object to the pleasiag arom. of *‘ Sweet Bouquet’’ Cigar- 
ettes. Ask your dealer for them. 





The w ay to obtain a cure for any disease of the skin, 
is to buy a s box of Swayne’s Ointment of your druggist, 


‘CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and --crmanent cure of consump- 
tion, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung Affec- 
tions, also a positive and ra‘ical cure for Nervous Debility and 
all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful curative 
powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make it known 


to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive and a desire to 
rclieve human suffering, I will send, free of charge, to all who 
desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with full di- 
rections for preparing and using. Sent by mail by addressing 
with stamps, ee this paper, W. A. Noves, 1¢9 Power's Block, 
Rochester, XN. 


“Blair's Pills—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 
Oval Box, $1; Round, 50 Cents. At all Druggists. 
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HEN ATTACKED by 

CRAMP or COLIC, 

many travelers re- 

sort to a bar-room 

and cheerfully pay 20 cents, 
or 265 cents, for what is termed 
the best Whiskey, or 40 cents 
for what is called Old Cognac, 
which sometimes helps the suf- 
ferer and sometimes doesn’t. 

How much safer is it to pro- 
vide yourselves when starting 
on a journey, with a bottle of 
the Genuine BROWN’S GINGER, 
made in Philadelphia by Fred- 
erick Brown, and being pre- 
pared for such attacks, conquer 
the enemy at once. 

A bottle of the GENUINE 
Brown’s Ginger costs 50 cents, 
and has at least 25 doses in it, 
which, at an average cost of 
2 cents each, will produce all 
the good effect of a glass of the 
oldand purest whiskey, or Cog- 
nac even if you pay 25 or 40 
cents for each drink. It liter- 
ally cheer sustains, and while 
doing this does not inebriate. 

To procure decisive action, in 
the most prompt manner, HOT 
water should be used. 


REMEMBER! 
The Genuine 
Old-Fashioned 
Brown's Ginger 


Made in Philadelphia, by Fred- 
erick Brown, is protected by a 
Revenue Stamp label, and a 
new additional Trade-Mark in 
Red, White and Black. 











WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, 
STERLING SILVERWARE, 
PLATEDWARE and 
OPTICAL GOODS 
FOR HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 


Prices Low, Quarry Correct, AND 
. ASSORTMENT LARGE. 







Save money by leaving orders with 


= PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL STREET, NEW YORK. 
Price List Free. EsTABLISHED 1838. 


SEASONABLE 
WINTER-WEIGHT SUITINGS, 
TROUSERINGS AND OVERCOATINGS. 

paser Fine Custom Tailoring. -@a 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


S20 aneaarer at S20. 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


Samples and Sg_r-MEASUREMENT Chart mailed on application. 
BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. 














A MILLION DOLLARS 


Of Insurance on the Lives of the Victims of the 


“ily df Columbus” or Crested Butte Mine, 





ANY OTHER ACCIDENT 


If they had held it, could and would have been paid 
without delay or deduction, by 


PR THE TRAVELERS 


Life and Accident Insurance Co., 
OF HARTFORD, CONN. 


COMPANY IN AMERICA 


WOULD BE DESTROYED BY IT, OR ANYTHING LIKE IT! 
We Have a Surplus of Nearly $2,000,000 


TO MEET JUST SUCH EMERGENCIES. 


With all this Security, our rates are very low, and our Contract clear and equitable. We issue also Life 


Policies of every desirable Form, 


Apply at once to any Agent, or the Home Office at Hartford. 





JAMES G. BATTERSON, President. 


RODNEY DENNIS, Secretary. 


JOHN E. MORRIS, Asst. Secretary. 





WE do not know the name of the writer of 
the following, or we would print it in capitals. 
He has graphically condensed a large volume 
of human experience into a few lines. 

“One word,” she said: “ before we part,” 
and her bright eyes glowed in the mellow light 
of the turned-down lamp: “Are you sincere ?” 

“‘T am sincere,’’ he replied, in tones whose 
truthfulness could not be doubted by any one 
save the most confirmed pessimist. 

“Then you can not give’ me a cottage at 
Saratoga ?”? and she looked in his eyes as if she 
would read his inmost soul. 

“T can not,” he answered. 

“ Not even a brown-stone front?” 

“No.” 

There was a wonderful firmness, a don’t-you- 
forget-it-ness in the tone in which this moment- 
ous monosyllable was spoken. 

“ Not even a cottage in the suburbs?” 

«Not even that, darling.” 

‘There was an anguish in his accents that in- 
dicated a mind wholly given up to the gnawing 
inroads of a sharp-toothed despair. 

“‘What can you offer me, then?’ she asked: 
“what can you offer me as an incentive to be- 
come your bride ?” 

“A share in $7 a week, with a prospect of a 
raise next spring.” 

He said this with all the deep conviction of 
a man who knows just how he stands, 

“It is sufficient,” she said, with a radiant 
smile: “I am yours, Algernon. A half-loaf is 
better than no bread.””—Vonkers Statesman, 


Benson J. Lossinc wants the four-hundredth 
anniversary of the discovery of America by 
Columbus, which will occur in 1892, celebrated 
in the New York Harbor by a gathering of the 
ships of all nations, But why hold it in New 
York Harbor so many years in advance of the 
completion of the base for the Bartholdi statue ? 
A hundred years hence the statue of Liberty 
may be in position, and the celebration might 
be used to strike a pair of ornithological speci- 
mens with one missile-—Norristown Herald. 


OysTERs are said to be a sure cure for hoarse- 
ness, After a man has bawled himself husky 
trying to attract the attention of a restaurant 
waiter, he sort of feels as though some such 
reparation were due him.—Burlington Hawkeye. 





A sound mind goes very seldom without a sound digestion, and 
nothing contributes toward it more than the use of Angostura 
Bitters, the world renowned appetizer and invigocator, manu- 
factured only by Dr. J. G. B. Sieg rt & Sons. 





Grand PIANOS And 
Square Upright 


Received First Prize Centennial Exhibition, Philadel- 
phia, 1876. 
Received First Prize re Exhibition, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 1882. 

The great success and popularity of the SOHMER Piano 

among the musical public is the best proof ofits excellence. 
SOHMER & Co., 
Nos. 149 to 155 East 14th Street, New York. 


HOW | BECAME A CRACK SHO7, 


WITH HINTS ON SHOOTING. 
By W. Milton Farrow, Champion Member of American Team, etc., etc. 
Sent post-paid on receipt of $1.00. News-dealers and Book-stores supplied. 


W. MILTON FARROW, Springfield, Mass. 


MUSIC BOXES 


AT REDUCED PRICES. 


Before closing our Phila. salesrooms for the season we make 
considerable reduction. By purchasing now we guarantee a sav- 
ing of from 25 to 40 per cent. Large shipment sup-rior quality 
instruments just arrived. Send 2c. stamp for circular and price list. 


C. GAUTSCHI & CO., Manufacturers, 


SAINTE CROIX, SWIi ZERLAND. 
SALESROOMS, 1018 CHESTNUT ST., 


ee PHILADELPHIA, PA 


5 () Satin Chromo Cards, Beauties, nameon10c, Auto- 











graph Album in gilt and colors. 10¢., or both, 16c. Agents 
make money! ¥en Outfitand Samples, 25 c<nts. 
LINTON & CO., North Haven, Conn, 





GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878 
BAKER’S 


Breaklast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more ecoaomi- 
cal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 





Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


¥. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass. 


50 entirely New Chromo Cards, 1884, nameon 10 cents. 
Prettiest ever sold. Nassau Carp Co., Nassau, N. 
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NEW YORK, 1884. 





About sixty million copies of THE Sun have gone out of our establishment during 


the past twelve months. 


If you were to paste end to end all the columns of all THE Suns printed and sold 
last year, you would get a continuous strip of interesting information, common-sense 
wisdom, sound doctrine and sane wit long enough to reach from Printing House | 
Square to the top of Mount Copernicus in the moon, then back to Printing House 
Square, and three-quarters of the way back to the moon again. 

But THE Sun is written for the inhabitants of the earth; this same strip of intelli- 
gence would girdle the globe twenty-seven or twenty-eight times. 

If every buyer of a copy of THE Sun during the past year has spent only one hour 
over it, and if his wife or his grandfather has spent another hour, this newspaper in 1883 
has afforded the human race thirteen thousand years of steady reading, night and day. 





It is only by little calculations like these that you can form any idea of the circu- 
lation of the most popular of American newspapers, or of its influence on the opinions 
and actions of American men and women, 

THE Sun is, and will continue to be, a newspaper which tells the truth without 
tear of consequences, which gets at the facts, no matter how much the process costs, 
which presents the news of all the world without waste of words and in the most read- 
able shape, which is working with all its heart for the cause of honest government, 
and which therefore believes that the Republican Party must go, and must go in this 
coming year of our Lord, 1884. 

If you know THE Sun, you like it already, and you will read it with accustomed 
diligence and profit during what is sure to be the most interesting year in its history, 
If you do not yet know THE SUN, it is high time to get into the sunshine, 


Terms to Mail Subscribers: 


The several editions of THE SuN are sent by mail,. postpaid, as follows: 
DAILY—B650 cents a month, $6 a year; with Sunday edition, $7, 


SUNDAY—Eight pages. 


terest to everybody, and literary reviews of new books of the highest merit. 


This edition furnishes the current news of the world, special articles of exceptional in- 


$1 a year. 


WEEKLY—8]1 a year. Eight pages of the best matter of the daily issues; an Agricultural Department of unequaled 
value, special market reports, and literary, scientific and domestic intelligence, make THE WEEKLY SUN the 


newspaper for the farmer’s household. 


Address, 


To clubs of ten with $10, an extra copy free. 


I. W. ENGLAND, Publisher, THe Sun, N. Y. City. 





THE ANTI-STYLOGRAPH 


(HEARSON’S PATENT, U.S.A. JAN. 10, 1882.) 


Aaelf feeding reseroni = ant pen pay 
| aprons Ya pen wth [iuleny 


PENS TO REFILL, 
(Fine, Medium, or Broad Points), 
40c. PER BOX. 


THE 












BE CARRIED ORDINARY 
IN THE POCKET CHARACTERISTICS 
WITHOUT OF THE 
LEAKING HAND-WRITING 
ANDIS ARE 
READY FOR ENTIRELY 
IMMEDIATE USE _PRESERVED 
$1.00 $150 
POCKET S:z- DESK SIZE 
REQUIRES NO PEN RENEWABLE 
ADJUSTMENT AT PLEASURE 


FITTED WITH A NON- -CORRODIBLE PEN. 


Simple in construction and vot liahle to get out of order. 





POCKET SIZE FITTED WITII DESK SIZE 
$2. 50 PALLADIUM PEN $3. 00 
(IRIDIUM-POINTED) 

Flexible po ~_ durable 


SOLD BY ALL STATIONERS. 


THOS. DE LA RUE & CO. 
MANUFACTURERS AND SOLE LICENSEES, 


LONDON, PARIS, AND NEW YORK. 


Send six cents for postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
help all, of either sex, to more money 

a right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutely sure, At once address True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


When I say cure, T do not mear 
merely tostop them for atime and 
then have them return again, I 

















mean a ee nents Iuave made 
the disease of FITS, EPILEPSY or FALLIN CKNESS a life-long 
study. I warrant my remedy tocure the sy Bona Because others 
have failed is no reason for not now receiving a cure. Send at once 
for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my infallible remedy. Give Express 
4nd Post Office. It costs you nothing for a trial, and I will cure you 
Address Dr. H. G. ROOT, 183 Pearl Street, New York. 


SS 





A BUNCH OF ROSES. 


Sweet rose, in thee the summer bides; 
Thy deep red breast a secret hides, 
Which none may know but that dear she 
Whose eyes are stars lit up for me. 


Red rose, unto her sweetly speak 

And glow against her burning cheek— 

Breathe this into her shell-like ear: 

‘Thou makest it summer all the year.” 
(On receiving bill from florist.) 

Great Scott! List to my heart’s dull thud! 

Those Jacks a dollar cost a bud; 

And she is now my rival’s bride. 

I still must wear that ulster tried! —Zzf. 


A JOURNEYMAN plumber’s private note-book, 
picked up in the snow yesterday, contained the 
following charges for reporting to his employer: 
Fixing up Smith’s busted pipes, to wit.: Going 
to see the job, $1.00; coming back for tools 
and help, $2.00; finding the leak, $1.50; send- 
ing for more help, $1.25; going back for solder 
forgotten, $1.50; bringing the solder, $1.00; 
burned my finger, $2.00; lost my ‘tobacco, 50 
cents; getting to work, $3. 00; getting my as- 
sistants to work, $2.50; fixing the pipe, 25 cents; 
going home, $2.40; time, solder, wear and tear 
on tools, overalls and other clothing, $5.00; 
total, $23.50—Pitsburgh Chronicle, 


AN ape in the London “ Zoo”? is declared to 
be the most extraordinary ape ever seen in 
Europe. It is “a male bald-headed chimpan- 
zee,” possessing great intelligence. The report 
that it will visit America on a lecturing tour 
lacks confirmation.—Norristown Herald, 


PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 





Beauty and Fragranc 
Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums a and the 
breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 
dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 


from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY C0O., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 





MAGIC LANTERNS 





An 1Ster reopticons, all prices, Views fllnstrating every svb- 
ject for Public Exhibition, &c. A PROFITABLE RUSINESS 
FOR A MAN WITH SMALL CAPITAL. Also Magic 
Lanterns for home xamus-ment. 116- page Illnstrated Ca‘alogue 
free. MCALLISTER, Manufg. Optician, 49 Nassau St., N. ¥. 
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“See What Cuticura Does for Me!” 


NFANTILE and Birth Humors, Milk Crust, Scalled Head, 
Eczomas, and every form of Itching, Scaly, Pimply, Scrofu- 
lous and Inherited Diseases of the Blood, Skin and Scalp, with 
Loss of Hair, cured by the CuTicura REMEDIES. Absolutely 
~~ and safe. Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, 50 cts.; Cuticura 
oap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and only Medicinal Baby Soap, 
25 cts., and Cuticura Resolvent, the new Blood Purifier, $1, are 
sold by druggists. Potter Drug and Chemical Co., Boston. 


Bae Send for ‘*‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 


Seno, 
Connstaible Ks 4 


ORIENTAL RUCS 
CARPETS. 


We are offering an extensive assortment of 
the above goods at a great reduction in price. 


PARTIES intending to furnish will certainly 
be profited by an inspection. 





Proadwvay AS | 9th ét. 


NEW YORK. 





‘THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 


Leading Nos.: 048, 14, 130, 333, 161, 
For SALE BY ALL STATIONERS. 
ESTERBROOK babes PEN CO., 
Works, Camden, N.J. 26 John&t., New York 





. GOLLARS *eGUFFS 


2 OF THE 


4 ARE SUPERIOR TO ALL OTHERS 


aya Geo.B.CLuetT,Bro.&Co. 


This elegant aolid plain ring, made of 
Heavy 18 k. Rolled Gold, » packed in 
Manos SS myo & TEpre, 
Baran 45e. for @ BOQ 
notes “Beauties,” mo “Colas Bil- 
ver, Roses, Li ifs Gaia oy With — on, 10¢., 11 
it) 


ke $1. Ay Diy a aa thi ld se 
Paces ou. 8. CARD ENTERBROOK, CONN 


5 ant BICYCLES 
TRICYCLES. 


‘THE POPULAR STEEDS OF TO-DAY. 
Send 3-cent stamp for illustrated catalogue. 
THE POPE M’F’G CO., 

597 Washington Street, Roston. 


























Elegant Imp. Chromo Cards, name in new script type, only 
5 r0c., 13 pks. $1, or 10 pks. for #1 and choice free of hand- 
some gold ring, plain, chased, fancy or stone setting, or tortoise 
2-blade knife. SNOW & CO., Meriden, Ct, 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED an two spoons of medicine in two or 
three —- For particulars address with stamp to 
. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 








THE MODERN MARTYR. 
‘Only an editor’s wife,” they say, 
As she rides along in her proud coupé. 
But they all confess that her face is fair— 
‘That her form is lovely beyond compare; 
That her robes are rich and her jewels rare— 
That her heart is warm and her gold is free— 
Yet, “only an editor’s wife” is she! 


Do they envy her laces and silks so grand, 

Or the diamond she wears on her white left 
hand, 

Or the satin train that sweeps in her track, 

Or the elegant three-ply seal-skin sacque 

That gracefully covers her shapely back ? 

Or why do the people derisively cry 

When “ only an editor’s wife” rides by ? 


Do they envy the palace where she abides, 

Or the gilded coach in which she rides, 

Or her yacht that sports with the lake’s white 
foam, 

Or the troop of servants that go and come 

To do her will in her regal home ? 

Do they envy her gold, when they descry 

That it ’s “only an editor’s wife’? goes by? 


They never think of the man who writes 

Through the weary days and the darksome 
nights, 

To earn the ducats with which to pay 

The laces fine and the jewels gay, 

And the robes en ¢rain and décolletté, 

And the other trappings that greet the eye 

When “only an editor’s wife”’ sails by. 


Oh, could they go to his working-place, 

And see his furrowed and pallid face, 

And know the grind of his daily life— 

How he freely encounters all toil and strife 

To humor the whims of his petted wife— 

Methinks they would raise their plaudits high 

When “ only an editor’s wife” rode by. 
—Eugene Field. 


‘¢So you want a situation on the road as con- 
ductor ?”’ said the superintendent, tapping the 
ends of his fingers together. 

“ Yes, sir,” replied the applicant. 

“Now, suppose you should run your train 
into another, kill three or four hundred people, 
and block up the road for a. day or two. What 
would be your course?” 

“[d hurry back to the city and sell ten 
thousand shares of the stock, short.” 

“Very good,” replied the superintendent: 
“but I am afraid there is no vacancy. You'd 
have to knock down two-thirds of your receipts 
to put up for margins; but the rest of your 
scheme strikes me as being worth examining. 
The day after you hear of a holocaust on this 
line, drop in and see me. If a brakeman hap- 
pens to be killed, I’ll think you over.”’—Drake’s 
Magazine, 


Some of the married United States Senators 
are utilizing their wives as private secretaries. 
As these secretaries get six dollars a day from 
the Government, it is supposed to be a scheme 
to provide the wives aforesaid with means to 
visit Niagara next summer.—Od City Derrick. 

By rubbing a cat’s back in the dark you can 
see the electricity fly, and when the cat claws 
your hand you can feel the shock. — Philadelphia 
Krontkle- Herald, 


I have Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884. 
ical Puck has issued.— Progress. 


It is the most com- 





RECENT NUMBERS OF PUCK 
ARE 


NEVER OUT OF PRINT. 


If your News-dealer can not supply you with any desired (re- 
cent) copy, you may procure it by applying to the publishers or 
their General Agents, 


THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY, 


29 & 31 Beekman Street, New York. 


| BAUS PIANOS 


‘tows in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. TAS oy 


st 26 W. 23rd St., N. 





The Oldest and Best of all 
‘ STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 








BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing tonic of ex qutelte flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarth wea, Fever and fete «nd all 
disorders of the Digestive ns. A few drops imparta de ae flavor 
to a glass of cham e, and to a summer drinks. Try {t, .nd 
beware of counterfei Ask your grocer or druggist for ~ genuino 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SON! 


3. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
61 BROADWAY. N; Y. 


ySSLIE; Excite the appetite, 
“ moderately increase 

P the temperature of the 

S, body and force of the 
circulation, and give 
tone and strength to 
the system. They are 
the best for Cocktails. 


WM. M. LESLIE, 
87 Water Street, N.Y. 








BITTER 











P. LENK & (0. 
OHIO WINES. | 


178 Duane Street, 
NEW YORK. 


FR AWSON'S(.i::.0U. $. ARMY | 





SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible ° 


Theindividual wearing it will not be conscious of its presence. 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 


Sold by Drugzists. (Every Bandage\ S, E, G. RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail safely. \' Guaranteed. J Saratega Springs, N. Y. 


KARL HUTTER, 


PATENTEE OF THE 


LIGHTNING BOTTLE STE. 


The most reliable House for Lager- 
beer, seg ar Soda, yo Bri andy 





name. x Q 
LARGE STOCK OF CORKS ha ™\\W 
AND i 


BOTTLERS’ SUPPLIES. 
KARL HUTTER, 


185 BOWERY, 
NEW YORK. 











Double Enamel Chromo Cards, Embellishedin 
many beautiful colors, with name, 10c., Sample book, 
25c. STEAM CARD WORKS, West Haven, Conn. 





PILES. PILES. PILES 
Cured without knife, powder or salve. No charge until cured. Write for 
reference. Dk. CORKINS, 11 East Twenty-ninth Street, N. Y. 








Best TRUSS ever used. 


Improved Elastic Truss. Positively 
cures Rupture. 
Sent by mail everywhere. 
Write for full descriptive circulars 
to the | | 
N. Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO., 








744 Broapway, New York. 
























































PSUS. Supers 




















PUCK. 





GPAN D OPERA HOUSE. 


Lessee and Manager............ Mr. Henry E. Anssey. 


By Special Arrangement: ‘‘STORM BEATEN.”’ 
uver the Managemenc ot Shook & ollier, 
with the Original Scenery and a Strong Cast. 
Reserved Seats, (Orchestra Circle and Bulcony, ) 50 Cente. 
Every Evening at 8. Matinée Saturday at 2. 


GERMAN LIEDERKRANZ. 


31st ANNUAL 


MASQUERADE BALL 


ACADEMY OF MUSIC, 
Nilsson and Irving Halls, 


MONDAY, FEBRUARY, 18th, 1884. 


Tickets $10, admitting gentleman and one lady (additional ladies’ 
ine é ); - be had, apy introduction, of the following gentlemen: 
Y HAVEMEYEK, 175 Pearl Street. 
i MHONIG, III Broadw: ay = asement). 
MIL UNGER, 50 Park Place. 
EDWARD UHL, N. Y. Staatszeitung. 
OHN VON GLAHN, 36 Chambers Street. 
OUIS KAMMERER, 108 Grand Street. 
RICHARD H. ADAMS, 
wag K!.UNDER, 907 
H.C. KOCH, Corner 20 h Street and 6th Avenue. 
Boxes a ‘Tickets of WILL'AM STEINWAY, 111 East rgth 
Street; CONSTANTIN SCHMIDT, 33 Broad Street; and LIE- 
DERKRANZ HALL, 111—119 East 58th Street. 


ARION MASQUERADE BALL, 


MADISON SQUARE GARDEN, 


THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 21. 


TICKETS, admitting gentleman and lady, $5: 
ticket, $2. Can be had of the following gentiemen: 
C. SCHMIDT, 33 Broad Street. 
OGDEN & KATZENMAYER, 83 1 iberty Street. 
C. M. VOM BAUR, 93 Greene ‘Street. 
PHIL. WEBER, 1v0 Bast 14th Street. 
SOHMER & Co. .» 149 East 14th Street. 
WILHELM & GRA AEF, 1,141 and 1,143 Broadway. 
F. SPRANGENBERG, 6th Avenue. 
MICHAELIS & LINDEMAN, 21 Wall Street. 
F. J. KALDENBERG, 125 Fulton St., and 6 Astor House. 
GEO. HANFT, 295 Broadway. 
NETZEL & FRAMBACH, 27 Union Square. 
HANFT BROS., 224 5th Avenue. 
GEO. EHRET, East g2nd Street, 
and all members of the society. 
CIGARETTES 


Cloth of Gold (e-- 


13 First Prize Medals. By W. 8S. Kimball & Co, 





95 Broadway. 
roadway. 





extra ladies’ 








StraicuTt MgsH 








A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


Sos BROADWZA A =z >» 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORE, 
Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and otaer 
Material for Costumes, etc. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the’ V orld, put up in hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address C.F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
8 Madison st., Chicago. 


WITH 


FIVE -DOLLARS 


You Can Buy A Wuo te Imperiat AusTRIAN 


100-FLORINS 
Government Bond, 


Issued in 1864, 


Which mg are issued and secured by the Government, and are 
bl. 


THREE TIMES ANNUALLY, 


Until each and every bond is drawn, with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a prize, as there are no blanks. 
The three highest prizes amount to 
200,000 F'orins, 

20,000 ‘ lorins, 

15, 000 Florins, 
and bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 200 Florins. 

‘The next drawing takes place on the 


lst of March, 1884, 


And every bond bought of us on or before the 1st of March is 

e tit d to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 

that date. Out-of-town orders, sent in registered letters, and in- 

closing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 
For orders, circulars, and any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City, 
{E tablished in 1874.] 
N. B.—In writing pleame state that you saw this in English Puck. 














MOoonPaRKER’S CORNER IN Parsons, — On 
the 8th inst., at Headington, Oxon, by the Rev. 
J. S. Tuckwell, M.A., Rector of Standlake, 
Oxon, assisted by the Rev. Thomas Pearse, B. 
D., Rector of Fittleton, Wilts, uncle of the 
bride, the Rev. E. F. G. Tyndale, M. A., Vicar 
of Headington, and the Rev. Walter H. Kew- 
ley, B.A., Vicar of Oakley, Bucks, and Chap- 
lain of Magdalen College, Oxford, George Ed- 
ward Brocknoles Moonparker, of Beyrout, Syria, 
to Catherine Emily, only daughter of the late 
Rev. William Latimer, of Headington.—ZLon- 
don Times. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884 is illumined by the combined 
genius of the best artists and authors. It is brimming 
with innocent humor—good for the hypochondria, and 
an aid to dyspeptic digestion.— The Methodist Protestant. 


A Sap Case.- Prince of Wales.— “No, I 
don’t want a Xing Charles or Louis X/V.cos- 
tume, nor anything of that kind. I want a Poor 
Jo costume.” 

Costumer.—‘ Oh, it is not a fancy ball, then, 
but private theatricals, Very well, we have 
them. You wish it for a lady, I presume ?”’ 

The Prince.-—“ No; I want it for myself.” 

Costumer.—“ My stars! for yourself? And 
are you to play Poor Jo?” 

The Prince.-—* No, Pm not going to play 
anything.” 

Costumer.—* Pardon me, Your Highness, but 
I can’t get up a costume without knowing what 
it is for.” 

The Prince.—“ Well, if you must know—the 
fact is, my wife won’t let me go to see Mary 
Anderson act any more; but I see in the papers 
that Mary is going to personally superintend a 
dinner to destitute boys.” 

Costumer.—“ Yes; I noticed it.” 

The Prince.—“ Well, I want to go as one of 
the boys.’’—Philadelphia Call, 


BEHNING 


PIANOS. 
Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WABEROOMS, 15 E. lith ST., N. Y¥. 








A PICTURE WITHOUT WORDS. 


A new edition of Puck No. 358, containing above 
cartoon, depicting 


The Growth of Romish Influence, 


is now ready, 

Copies of this number can be had of all News-dealers, 
or will be sent, upon receipt of 10 cents, to any part of 
the United States or Canada, by 


THE PUBLISHERS, 
21—25 Warren Street. 








Lovely Chromo Cards, name in script 10c.; 11 pks. with 
40. elegant Band Ring $1. Agt’s book and IIl’d Premium List 
2c. fF RANKLIN" PRI 


TING CO., New Haven, Ct. 


8 of the worst kind and stems standing have 
pf 4. is my faithin eepot A thatl willeend Two BOTTLES ‘REE, 
together with a VALUAB ATISE on this disease, to any 5 
Give Express and P. 0. ~ 4 DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl 5t., N. ¥. 


DYEE'S BEARD BLIXTR 
Forces luxuriant Mustache, 
kers. or hair on bald beads in to to 
w hed No te bag Easily used. 
Beats the world. 2 or 3 Phe does 
t : bw yuh gore 1, 0s or bcp 
Ou 00 arkage © th as 


Sis., cramnge or aver. L. A. Le SMITH ACO. Aevada, F'alaion, “ub 


UI ZOUEBER)//\(HDU 
RUPTURE 


Relievedand cured without the nay | trusses inflict b y=. J.A 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 
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CONTENTS 


—_— OF — 


Puck’s Annual for 1884, 


Lllumined by the Combined Genius of 
Jos. Keppler; F. Opper; B. GILLAM; 
F. GRAETzZ; J. A. WALES; A. SCHLIESSMANN; 
H. SCHLITTGEN; E. ZIMMERMAN, 


With Over 140 Illustrations. 


Dedication to the Assyrian Pup. 

Response for the Assyrian Pup by V. Hugo Dusendury. 

A Calendar of Rondeaux by V. Hugo Dusenbury: 
January—illus.—[Vhat New Year’s Call.] 
FEBRUARY—illus.—[St. Valentine. ] 
MArcH—illus.—[Its a Cold Day.] 
ApkiLt—illus.-—[An April Fool.] 
May—illus. [1 Think I'll Move.] 
June—illus. —[ Adown the Stream. | 
Juty—illus.—[ Vanilla Ice.] 
Aucust—illus.—[O Moon of Love. ] 
SEPTEMBER—illus.—[The Summer ’s Gone.] 
OcToBER—illus.—[ Again at Ilome.] 
NoveMBER—illus.—[ 1 hanksgiving Turk. ] 
DECEMBER —illus.— [This Christmas Card.] 

Puck’s DyYNAMITED DiIcTIONARY— illus. 

{In this Dictionary, absolutely the only one of its Kind in 
existence, correct and eminently original illustrated definitions 
ar: given of the following familiar words; Actress; Alderman; 
Artist; Capitalist; Cat; Cowboy; Discoverer; Dog; Dude; 
Dudine; tarmer; Financier; Hotel Clerk; Inquisitor; Irish- 
man; Monkey; Mother-in-Law; Mous ; Organ-Grinder; Owl; 
Parrot; Pig; Prima-Donna; Serenader; Small Boy; Spring- 
Chicken; ‘Traged an; Photographer; Wood-Engr ver.] 

Helen the Hustler. A Novel of Genuine, Solid, Good 
Old Society. By Jove—illus.—JZ. C. B. 

A Frigid Fancy—poem. 

At the Opera. The Wail of the Hopeless Standee— 
poem—illus.—A. H/. Oakes. 

Vassar and Venom; or, Science and Chewing-Gum— 
illus. —Fulian Magnus. 

Sic Transit. Aldebaran Homogenes’s Experiences— 
illus.—Mashington Nervine. 

Father Noah. By an Americo-Irish Collegian—poem 
— illus. 

Banford’s Burglar-Alarm, and How It Worked—illus.— 
SF. H.W. 

A Failure to Connect— illus. 

An Episode. B.C. 500; A. D. 1883—poem—illus.— 
S. B. McManus. 

An [dyl of the Play—illus.—Zdward Wick. 

A Scriptural Sketch—illus. 

The Pie of the Young Wife. 

-Will Bone. 

Misdirected Philanthropy—illus. 

A Noble Dam Site. A Retrospective Polonaise—illus. 
—S. B. McManus. 

{Niagara Falls; Hackman by Moonlight; Picturesque; Fi 
nancial Transactions; Grand Scen c Specie Display; Dissolv 
ing Cast; Views; A Cast-Iron Population; Nickel-Plated Sales 
woman—A Petrified World, etc. °P 

To a Rosebud. A Little Amicable Advice, Addressed 
to Her Before She Starts for Her First Ball—poem— 
illus.—A. H. Oakes. 

Airing the Dogs—illus—George Washington's 
Servant, Aged 139. 

A Poet’s Paragon. A Bright Example of Boarding- 
House Beauty—poem—illus.—A, A/urphy. 

A Study in Glass—illus.—*‘ Gloster.” 

To Her Eyes, but Not to Particularize—poem—illus.— 
Walter Learned, 

The Babe of Baldhead Canyon—illus.— Captain Mande- 
ville Blogun. 

June in January—poem—2. K. Munkittrick. 

A Catechism. With Acknowledgements to Mr. Eugene 
Field— illus. 

Robin’s Song. (Somewhat Out of Season)—poem-- 
illus.—#H7. C. Bunner. 

G. W. More Light on the History of George Washing- 
ton —illus.—B. 2B. Vallentine. 

The Girl I Didn’t Wed. An Ideality—poem—illus.— 
A, D. Aureur. 

Where is Mythology ?—illus.— W. ¥. Henderson. 

Astronomical Observations. By the Party Generally 
Known as the Man in the Moon—poem—illus.— 
Lorna Loon. 

The Night-Express—poem—illus.—H/. A. Freeman. 

At the Corner Letter-Box—poem— illus. 

The Poet of Copoke—illus.— Hurold Van Santvoord. 

To Reina Victoria—poem—illus.— Gi/ Forde. 

Burgum’s Bar, A Modern Tale of the Medizval Mil- 
ford—illus. —** Bus Mott.” 

Coasting —poem—illus,- David L. Proudfit. 

The Young Tragedian. How He Becomes a Star —illus. 

shannes L. Sullizvanus. 

At the Masked Ball—illus —Fohn Smith's Son, Aged 44. 

We Sincerely Hope—illus. 


Price 25 Cents. 


A Fable—poem— illus. 


Body- 
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O-Peri at the gate, you have some time to wait; ,* we : pole sso ggnener 
But though you ’re old, you ’re tough. ; ‘ OB. F. B..,.gmaid thy, ruined hopes” 

And meanwhile you ’ll not decline to be my Valentine , Blasted Ambition hangs her head and mopes. 

Which is glory quite enough. But dearer joys than office shall be thine ; : 

: sities If thou wilt be Puck’s pretty Valentine. t According to your cloth you ’ve cut your coat, 
sneveniinnnr sagen NI a clit sean O Dude of all the White House residents; 
: ' — es Pee ees = erate ; We trust that it will help you with the vote, 

NATIONAL THEATRE | - ™ Be a When next we go to nominating Presidents. 
\w'cr SHERMAN = | / Lapras 
1 THE “— KISSER. i . 
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Charley, barley, wheat and rye, Diogenes Blaine 
Kissed the girls and made them cry; , 


Behold him shine 
But our Willy will kiss hi » Of be State of Maine, In your Valentine— 
ut our Willy will kiss his way © you look for an h t > : 
Into the President’s chair some day. : ee Pee See H gen we. 
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Blow, Logan, blow, blow up the pretty boomlet, 
Soon you ’Il be put away in a little tomblet. 





PUCK’S VALENTINES TO 6% PRESIDENTIAL 





CANDIDATES. 





